
turo tin t tl o flno arts r Af hrr-o- lf n ! JACKED DANCE SI1KX IX JAPAX.rondorod extraordinary by excitement, to
throw her husband over the precipice. It
was no mistake or slip. It was broid day-
light, and the woman had been a specta-
tor of the struggle for several moments.

Sho had perceived that for oue or both
of tin men certain death was close at
hand. I?y interfering, she knew that she
could save one of them a terrible fate; so
she saved tho man 6ho loved, and that
man was not hor husband. As sho had
once given up father, homo, honor, and
peace of mind for the fellow Penrith, who

monitor. Mous'enr, 1 love her t.ll, iud
sh is Maiij stilt. There inut bo noth-
ing wrong no what you would call gissip ,

or Mcandul. You pass your honor that you
will return soon and wed Marie, aud we!
pait friends. Is not thit fair and good, I

Monsiour?"
"I fcivo you my word of honor," said j

Penrith, but thoro was no genuine manly
ring in his words. Still, Jean Coutellier,
inno ent of the world's worst forms of
wiek'dne?s, took Penrith's prole red hand,
and then rodo away to his lonelv

"
homo in

1.. l.ilt.. I

FARMER JOHN'S fOLILOSTJ.

Imait at well anowleJge, 'taint no as o'
beatin 'round,

I've dona u heap o' ihinMu', p'owin' up this fal'ef
ground,

An suthin's bvta a palutu' an' arhiu' ma like
in

IrckoiKxl 'twas dysnepsy or m alary cnwpln' In.

At lapt I got my dander up. nn' to myclf. I.
'Tho bici'kt tool lu n.itur him that toh liii.lf

a lie ;

I'vb(Hn lettin on 'tin inaliry, rn' ray utuiu-Itiic-

vhn 1 know
It'i my conscience that's a hurt n" an worryin t

me so.

I've boon a shirkln' this bare thins for thirty
year or moie,

An I orto had this shakln' up au at ttln down
nfor.

I've boon honest, fur as payln goes, not a iwnny
do I ow.

Hut tlie Hni o' cheat In that I donowasthekind
that didn't mow.

Sly mind gots la k to llannor, when I fetched
hor hero a bride

apple Mioiii waa sweotor, nn' she nussl6d to
inv Me

Uke ulie thoaght sho had a rljht to, an could
trust mo without far,

Tur the Ijvo I novel hinted at for niora'n thirty
year.

Tlwro was ereirnln', bakln', hllin', there was nas- -

diu' an' the rent,
Trom ln,' nforo thu bun rLs 'till he sluiebert-- l In

tho wr a!,
.A u' xv lit n tlio rest of was done, an' lollin'

iund on clieors,
iL&nmr wnn rocuporallu' with hor noodlo an her

6 hoar

5Jut when tho lifawas ebbin' that faithful,
put ion t heart,

I had to faco the niusl I hadn't dono my pnrt ;

An' I couldn't help c tblnLla', watchia' out that
weary lif.

Tbat there s other ways o' kiliin' cept a pistol
or aknifo.

ft Bounds like sacriliijiou, but I knovr just what
she iintRUt,

A I whispered, Tly to meet me when my
nirthlv life lfl spent

I'm tlro.1, John, bo tirod, but I've alius dono my
beat,

An' I uiav feel moro liko flyin' when I've had a
spell o' rest."

J rnj Jlamiltun, in Ilxrhaujf.

FKKSII FUOM THE IHJUKS.

Tm: storm-kin- g, strange to say, never
holds tin Aiin when ho is driving.
Time,

Jknkkns writes to his girl in tho
apartment housj as his stiito heart.
lioaton Commercial Jhilletin.

"I Pin not think you would bo so
hard with me," exclaimed tho fcha.'k.
when ho bit tlio anchor. Ocean.

What long legs tho man must have
who can attend to his business with ono
foot in thi grave. Atchison (ilobe.

A MAcinxK for pressing hops Ins
been invent. d. America is the homo
of tin hop-pres:s- o I. Texas Siftlnyx,

Tiik novelty of having a baby in tho
house is likotho trade mark on a cake
of soap; it soon wears oil. Atchison
Weekly (Jlobe.

Lr.CTi'hEs on tho North Pole are
generally slow. Tho speaker d oos not
h cm ablo lo warm up to the subject.
Xeiv Orleans Picayune.

"Physician, heal thyself!" is an in-

junction promulgated centuries ago,
and now borne of tho older practitioners-ar-

pretty well heeled. Idea.
TiiKitn never was a day, even in Now,

England, so lino and beautiful that
s:mo ono couldn't spoil it with a
wretched pun. Somercillc Journal.

Lwvi;n (to littlo boy) Where did
vou learn to tell such outrageous lies?.
Hoy I passed your oflic? one day when
tho window was open. Areola llecord,

Tiii:y were talking about tho Atlan-
tic cable. "It reminds mo of a good'
egg," ho said. "A good egg?" "Why,,
yes; being so successfully laid."
Ocean.

"Cxitmr." writes to know "What is
the most attractive way of wearing tho
hair?" On the head, Carrio; and bo
sure it is pinned tight. Burlington
Fre'e Press.

I Ik How beautiful Miss Arrow-smith- 's

1 a.'k hair is! She Yes. Much'
prt tti-- than her front hair. I wonder
sin didn't get it all a'; the same place.
Hc.rpeSs Jia:ar. :

IlF.MUinXUT SlaTl'II Hell), old fel-

low, l.o.v are you prospering? Fainting
mau.r portraits now? Vela .que Joncd

Well, yes; I'm getting a head pretty
well nowadays. Boston l'ost.

A or f.st at a Western hotel raised a
rr.w because there was no cover on hi
bed and he, wouldn't bo quiet until the
landlord was compelled t cover him
with a revolver. Washington Post.

Euison has no doubt got a good
thing in lfs phonograph, but we can
nam 3 a dozen women ofl'-- h ind who ran
give it twenty-liv- e minutes' s!a.t and
discount it without a st p. l)Cii)it
Free Press.

An experienced person say.s that
when a young man attempts to kiss his
girl, and she says "Don't," that is the
time he should 'Don't" several times,
if not more. She will noi be leased
if he doesn't.

"I iioi-F- . you appreciate the faet,
sir, that iu marrying my daughter
vou marrv a larg. -- hearted, generous
girl." "I do, sir" (.with emotion); "and 1

hope she inherits those qualities from
her lather." Life.

Mn. BiBiiFii (next morning) O! my
head! It is a wonder that a man will
put an enemy iuto his mouth t steal
away his brains. Mrs. Hibber If that's
what you did it for, Hibber, I think the
neiny goi bally left. Terra Haute

Express.
(rKvr.i' I see tho savants are

ahout to invcst:gato the causes of y,
fever in the South. ?Iis.s Footo

(Chicago) How noble! Hut I don't
remember to have met them. Are they
a North Sido family? Philadelphia
C. ill,

A fashion writer tells how a woman
may make her.-e!- f look tall or short at
will by regulating tho waist of her
dress. She will not look short if she
wears a long waist; but it may hive
been noticed that big wasto in woman
has made husbands look "short."

London, with a population of over
r,0)0,WO, has a death rato of 15.1 per
1,000 inhabitants, whilo tho death rate
of New York, with a population less
than 2,000,000, is marly double those
figuro. Hut there aro no bobtail
street cars in London. Xorrislown
Herald.

Hr.itnr.iiT lleally, Miss Edith,' I am
very sorry I kissed you. I didn't think
what I was doing. It is u sort of tern
porarv insanity. Miss Edith (pitying-
ly) If you ever feel auv more such
attacks coming on you had better cpmo
right here, where your infirmity is
known, and wo will take care of yon.
.fudge.

"Can you tell me whero the autom-
aton chess player is?" asked a gentle-
man of an attendant at the Centennial
Exposition. "Doyezmano the liggei
that plays games by itself an' vez can't
see anybody workin' it?" "Yes, that's
what 1 mean." "Well, ye'd beether
wait a bit. He's gouo out to dinnci
now." Merch ant Tra v 2k r.

WISDOM IN DISTICHS.
I.

Wisely a woman prefers a loyer to a man who
neglects her.

This ono may lore her somo day, some day th
lover will not.

ir.
There-- are throe specie of creator, who when

they seem coming ara going.
When tbey St'em going they come Diplomats,

momeu an J crabs.
Hi.

ricasures too hastily ttsted grow sweeter la
fond r ceoUection.

As tho pLmfratiate pluckol green ripens far
over the sea.

IV.
As the meek leuts la tlie pa-d- en came flocklnj

fur Adnni tJ name them.
Men for a tltlo to-da-y crawl to tho foot of a king.

v.
What Is a first Ioto for, exc --pt to prepare for a

soond?
Vhatde the se?on J lovo bring f Only regret

for the first.
Nebraska State Journal.

mail who had never yet trod Jen u city
pavement and who had nevor. m much a
beheld a fashion iblo ilame. Hut ho loved
Blaiie nny, in hi quiet, unasuiiin way
ho worshiped tho girl. So, as ho wan
ahout as good-loolii- g any of the hoys
within a horseback ride of Jacques Car-ti- t

r, and as ho drove a fairly g.o I team
and "ownod land,'' Mario had promised to
r.i irry

' Jean Conteliier, while tho bob
cipped gossips of tho St. Kinrlio Volley
decided that it was a titling mutch.

Yes, Mario was voiy pretty and o 4

thought a Ktianger who approached
Jacques ('artier from tho laouutaiu-hid- e
oto hummer afternoon.

Tho gill wa standing under ono of tho
0, t gnarled apple-tre- e in tho orchard.
Such a lovely rounded form oven though
it was only covered by an oft-vas!:- cot-

ton dross with tho Minlight playing in
ploaius and (lashes upon t lie bright brow n
hair and fair young face. As the stranger
drew near he fully imbibed and thoroughly
nppreeiuted tho beauties of tho picture,
for ho was somewhat of an artist and
1. eenly alive to all things beautiful. Hut
ho was ko much engrossed in tho pleasant
center- - io'.'o of the picture that ho did not
notice when a breeze from otf tho moun-
tain struck tho valley and li(ted Mario's
lar.;e, initiimnied htraw hat from tho
ground, blowing it right under the noso of
his horse: r.or was he prepared for the
friyhtoned plunge of the animal, who
reared suddenly as to iustuntly throw
his preoccupied ridor. It w as not much of
a fall, but tho stranger's leg was fracturod,
and l'aui (Jambior and his daughter car-
ried tho young man iuto their house,
w hero I attended him in my professional
capacity.

The stranger's naino was Walter Penrith,
a New York man, who hnd been traveling
through tho woods and valleys of Quebec
in search of health and pleasure Ho was
wealthy, and when he discovered that ho
could not bo moved from his couch for
many weeks, ho ordered luxuries of all
kinds from tho great metropolis, until
tho cottage homo was pilod to overtlowiug
with rare books, wiuos, fruits, etc., while
nono but the finest cigars came for Mon-
sieur (Jambier's especial usj.

Jleforo long costly presents began to ar-
rive for Marie, and woll, it was only an
oft-tol- d tale. Not only were tho presents
brought to bear upon Marie, but Penrith
himself, who was, without doubt, one of
tho most fascinating men I ever met,
brought his powerful personal magnetism
into play, and'Marie (uirabicr soon learned
to love him. Yes, it was no dream or
fancy on tho girl's iart; she loved Walter
Penrith, and loved him tiuly. Indeed,
she loved him so well, and for himself
nlone. that after sho had known Penrith a
month sho would h;vo cared for the man
just m much vu ho never pivon her
another proent had he suddonly bocomo
poorer than simple Jem Coutellier, now
thrust so far into the background of Ma-
rie's thoughts and atl'ections.

As for Ponii.h, he was a man of the

Mnrlo Ciiiitb r bcmii learnrd to lovo lilm.

world; but he undoubtedly grow to care
considerably more thau ho should have
cue l for his pretty nurse. I say "more
thin he should," because it was a fore-
gone conclusion w ith Walter Penrith that
ho would never mnrrv any girl no matter
how good or how beautiful who was not
a lady by birth and eduction. Certainly,
a French-Canadia- n peasant girl, who
could speak neither I is language nor hor
own correctly, could hardly Lopo to bo-

como Mrs. Penrith. So ho toyed and
amused himself with Maiie, while tho girl
threw her whole being into her lovo for
him. How mu h ho promised will never
be known, but when the time cnrr.o for
Penrith to leave Jacques Car:i r he cer-
tainly did promise Marie to return soon.

And all this time houost Jean Cou-
tellier had never uttered one word of com-
plaint of tho girl's tre.tment of him.
Each Sunday ho drovo over to tho old
cottago just tho same as ever, only his
visits were short, and most of the timo
was spent in discussing u pipo and local
affairs with Mario's pompons old fit her.

Of course Jean could see how Marie
was entirely engrossed in tho handsome
stranger fioni tho city, ami although he
said very 1 ttlo, ho watched hhn very
closely so closely that whoa, two months
nfter tho accident, thi stranger took his
departure, Jean met him outside tho vil-
lage.

"You will rorao back. Monsieur?"
"Yes," replied Penrith, very shortly and

coolly "that is, in a few weeks."
"Yo i will marry Marie?"
At first Waltor Penrith was diBpomd to

rosont what, althnu .h risked as aquo-dion- ,

almost sounded liko a command. Jlut as
bo la'sed his eyes to thoo of tho stern-lookin- g

Freuchmuu beforo him he was
compelled to say:

" les, I shall marry Marie."
"You will pass mo your honor, Mon-

sieur," persisted Coutellier.
"My word is good, sir," repliod Penrith,

rather haughtily.
"Only your honor Is good now, Monsieur,

bee iuso it is Maiio," nail Contell tr, with
all the stubbornness of hi nature. "Seo,
Monsio ir Penrith; I, too, love p'tite
ri, and she was my ajianrr. You enmc
horo, nud of a putpose, yes, deliberately,
I would siy, rdolo from me hor confidence,
her trust, her lovo. For that I have noth-
ing to say. You may hate Marie; but re- -

Youtiff rrlrttM Conduct tho Cerrnioiiy
Old, HUtorlc lrr.From tho ht. I.oult

Fto n Kasugagata tin upper avenue
of lanterns leads tho way to t'm Wak-atniv- a

shrine, dfd.citt t tin early
gods of tho Shinto religion, ller.j tho
old custom of tho sacred dane is kept
up, and a group of young priestoiscs
:r in waiting to rep?at tho measures
ditod by Ui'.uuie 1 efore the sun god-d- o

h' cave in prehistoric times. Tho
little priestesses arj all between the
ages oi ) and P.', as timid, gintle tnd
harmless littl.i tJiiugs us tin tleer that
often strav in and watch them. Their
dress is tho old, old cost amo of tho
imperial court, a picture s pie lower gar-
ment or divided skirt of tho brightest
cardinal ro 1 silk, that half covers tho
white kimono, with srpift o s!eees and
point-- neck, tilled up high with alter-
nate folds of red and white. When
they dance they wear owr this loose
kimonos of white gauze, painted with
tho wistaria crest of tho Kasuga tem-
ple, tho front of tho gauzy garment
half covering tho red skirt, and tho
back pieces trailing on the mats. Their
faces aro plastered so thickly with
white paint that they loss all expres-
sion, and, following tho old fashion,
their eyebrows aro shaved, and two
thay black spots high up in the middle
ot their foreheads take their place.
"With lips heavily rouged, tho conn-tenanc- y

is more a mask than anything
human. The hair is gathered together
at the back of the nock and tied with
loops of gold paper,and then, folded in
soft white paper, allowed to hang
down the back. Long hairpins, with
clusters of wistaria and red camellia,
aro thrust across the top of the head,
and fastened so that they stand out
liko horns over the forehead. In detail
the costumo is not pretty, but in its
general ell'eet it is singularly bright
and picturesque.

Cm can have as many priestesses
end as long a dance as he will pay for.
and as soon as tho money is handed
over the two priest3 get into their cer-
emonial white gown and high black
Vats, and, sitt.ng before the ancient
dram-1- , chant, po-i-

d. n;d blow on
doleful pipes an ;.(,cw4 aiiiment for tho
little danevrs. The sacred dr.nc is
solemn enough, and each dancer has a
fan and n bunch of bells, from which
hang long strip i of bright-colore- d silks.
Th;y rdvance, retreat, gli le to right
and ielt, raise their fans, shake their
sr.crcd baby rattles, and with few
changes in the measure repeat the
same figures and movements for a cer-
tain length of time. If one pays more
money they continue repeating the
same thing, and t lie priests can wail
the endless accompaniment by the
hour. To the dance is simply a cu-

rious and pietures-pi- custom, but one
should see the face.s of the devout old
pilgrims, who have hoarded up their
money for months and often years for
the tlip, to know something of what it
means to them. It is really pathetic
to see their faces glow ing and their
eyes almost tilled with tears at their
satisfaction w ith tin fine spectacle that
is so rare an event in their lives, and
which crowns their summer pilgriniago
to the old shrines of their faith.

Cooking a Husband.
"In selecting your husband you

should not be guided by a silvery ap-
pearance, ns in buying mackerel, nor
by tho golden tint, as if you wanted
salmon, lie sure and select him your-
self, as tastes diner. Do not go to the
market for him; the Ifbst are always
brought to your door; and even then
it is lar better to have none unless you
patiently learn how to cook him. A
preserving kettle of finest porcelain is
best; but if you have nothing but an
earthenware pipkin it will do, with
care. Seo that the linen you wrap him
in is nicely washed and mended, with
tho required number of buttons and
strings nicely sewed on. Tie him in
the kettlo by a strong silk ord called
'comfort,' fts the one called duty is apt
to bo too weak. They aro apt to lly
out of the kettlo or bo burned aud
crusty on the edges, since, liko crabs
and lobsters, you must cook them while
alive. Make a clear, steady iiro out of
love, neatness and cheerfulness. Set
him as near this as seems to agreo with
him. If he sputtrrs and fizzes do not
bo anxious; somo husbands do this
until they aro quite doue. Add a little
sagar, iu tho form of what confection-
ers call kissej, but no vinegar or pep-
per on ony account. A little spice im-

proves them, but must bj used with
judgment. Do not stick any sharp
instruments into him to see if ho is be-

coming tender. Stir him gently. You
cannot fail to know when ho is elono,
If thus treated you will find him very
diges ibL agroeing nicely with you
and the children, and he will keep as
long as you want, unless you becomo
careless, or set him in too cold a place.

"As the cook is responsible for tho
kirel of meals we have, so I beliovo
that the wifo is responsible for tho
kind of a huband sin has to spend her
days with. Homo should bo a woman's
heaven in this world, and if she, by her
continued scolding, fault-findin- g and
gos.'iping household secrets to the out-sid- o

world, turns her heaven into a
hell, who is resj onsiblo but tho wifo
and mother?" Mm. C, in Xalional
StocKman,

Safe to Employ.
Hank OHieial You say you would

liko a position as cashier?
Applicant Yes.
D. (). Do you belong in tho city?
A. No, I'vo como from Canada.
H. O. Is that your native place?
A. Yes.
H. O. Why did you leavo it?
A. My el oc tor's advice.
H. O. Climato too severe?
A. Yes.
H. O. Ever intend to go back?
A. Never it would bo certain

death.
H. O. Eureka 1 You are just tho

man we want, lleport in tho morning
and bo installed as cashier. Yankee
lllade,

Tun eldest and largest tree in the
world is a chestnut near tho foot of
Mount Etna. Tho circumference of tho
main trunk is HI 2 feet.

had shown no appreciation of her sacri-
fice, so for his sake sho I ecamo a mur-
deress, while he, without a word, mounted
his horso and rodo quickly awuj.

Next morning a woman, weary, footsore,
heartbroken and almost dead, was found
lying in tho applo orchard, at tho back of
the old homo in Jacques Caitier. Some
neighbors picked her up and carried her
into a cottage near by, where I attended
hor and tried to bring her back to life.

llut, old ns I am at tho profession of
healing, I have no euro for broken hearts,
and in a week wo buried poor Msrio in a
grass-covere- d grave under one of the largo
apple trees.

Even iu her last moments tho dying girl's
thoughts were all of Penrith, for it was
fioni her own lips that I learned tho stor)
of Jean Couklliei's death told solelj
with the object of shielding Penrith froii
suspicion ami possible punishment.

Tho strength of her lovo was Marie
Gambler's groat?st weakness.

Alligators.
The alligator is a strange, unsightly

object, living in the Hwamps and
marshes of the warmer parts of Amer-
ica only, for it is not know n in other
countries, although it rest-mule- tho
crocodile, "which is found iu many trop-
ical climes. Tho alligator is smaller,
lives in swamps and marshes, and often
basks in the sun on tho sands, while
the crocodile's element U the water.
The back of the alligator is covered
with what might bo called a coat of
mail, for the thick, bony covering looks
like plates of metal with points pro-
jecting from it. On the under part of
the body, however, is tho peculiar skin
of which pocket-book- s, slippers, and
many useful articles are made.

There is also nn oil extracted from
them, which burns well in lamps, and
the llesh has been used by Indiana for
food.

Although they arc classed with the
family of crocodiles, they differ from
them in tho formation of their heads,
which are smaller and Hatter. They
live chielly on fish, but also eat animal
food, aud at times are fierce, for
they havo been known to chase and
attack men while swimming and bath-
ing.

Tho alligator lays her eggs, twenty
and often over that number, in tho
mud, and loaves them for tho heat of
the sua to hatch, but kerps constant
watch over them t.i protect them from
harm and keep them from being de-
stroyed. Tho cnatur3s vary in sizo
from thre to sixhen or eighteen feet
in ltngth. and the tails are neatly if
not as long as the bodies. Thero is
great strength in tho tails, and it is
with them and the partly webbod feet
that they propel themselves through
the water, and with the tail they easily
overturn a canoe, or small boat.

Many are found in Florida and other
parts of tho Houth, and as they lie on
the bank of a river, hidden partly by
the thick moss and foliage, they look
liko a log or trunk of a fallen tree, bo
motionless are they at times.

In tho c ddcr weather they are tor-

pid, and appear so lifeless that it seems
ns if they must bo dead, yet when
warmed by tho sun they very soon re-

gain their animation. They are very
curious Croatian h, and their general
aspect not by any means prepossessing,
but on examination there is beauty in
tho peculiarly marked skin aud tho
armor which they wear. Vick'd Jay-a- z

inc.

Keligion of the I'oumaninns.
The religion of the ltoumanians is a

mass of superstitions, which under tho
namo of Christianity dominate their
entire existence. Indeed, one author
has said: "Tho whole life of a Wal-lac- h

is tiken up in devising talismans
against the devil." A lloumanian un-

covers his head on passing a wayside
cross, but he makes an e jually deep
salutation to tho rising sun; he goes to
church on Sunday, but it is doubtful
whether ho does not regard Friday,
which is dodicated to Venus, as tho
holier of the two. The orthodox llou-
manian regards any ono who buries a
coqso without placing a c;in in the
hand as a pagan. The lloumanian
churches, in contrast with the cold,
bare-lookin- g churches of the Saxons,
pn sruat a most attractive appearance,
for they are covered with artistic dec-
orations, and are a mass of soft, warm
coloring.

"Not a corner," says Mrs. Gerard,
"but from which starts up some grin-
ning devil, not a nook but reveals somo
choleric-lookin- g saint, till we feel our-
selves to bo surrounded by a whole
pageant of celestial and diabolical
beings, only distinguishable from one
another by the respective fashions of
their headgeir, horns or halo, ns the
ease may be. These horned devils play
a very important part in every llou-
manian church, w hero usually a largo
portion of tho walls is given up to rep-
resentations of tho p'oco of eternal
IHinishment. Tho poor lloumanian
peasant, whose life is often so wretched
and struggling as hardly to deservo
that name, seems to ilerivo consider-
able conso'ation from anticipation of
tho day when tho tables are to bo
turned and the hitherto despised poor
shall receive an eternal crown." Xew
York Sun.

llcscnting tut Insult.
Ilobinson Jackson, I hear that

Brown called you a liar last night.
Jackson (bitterly) Yes, ho called

a liar.
Ilobinson And didn't you resent

it?
Jackson (warmly) Ilescnt it? You

bet I did! I told him that was simply
a matter of opinion and nok of fact.
No man can call mo ft liar and get aw tj
with it. Life,

(i'rnli:s Its Oirn Howard.
Tom Why, is it possible that that

is Smith comiig toward us I How
changed ho i.s. II is he taken to drink ?

Dick No; ho's taken iz literature
for a living. Yankee Mad

till' uiiin.

Weeks passed a:ul no Walter Penrith
fimo to redeem his piomise to a manly
man, or to call back tho roses to tho fast
paling chocks of pretty Mario (Jumbier.
Weeks sti etched away into months, aud
ono moruiug Mario was missing from
Jacques Cartier. Sho had gouo away in
tho night, no one knew whither. No tid
ings eanio of Mario, nn I no city lovor
r.imo to tho shocked villago, or w ioto to
shield tho woman whom he had wronged
so deeply that she had gono to seek him
in the fur-awa- y city.

Tho s:iows of winter passed away, and,
when the spring llowors were blooming in
the old garden, a (addened girl returned
to tho cottage for the shelter and comfort
refused her in tho outside world. Tho
old gossips tallied lou lly and often, and
whispered many unkind things, while
nono of the virtuous villagers wont near
tho cottago any more.

Soon old Paul (jumbier, who had lived
through years of respoctable poverty, died
from sheer loneliness and a deep sense of
shame; for ho had lived to seo disgraco
overtake a name known in Jacques Car-ti- er

for moro than ono hundred years.
Poor Mario was alone in the world now.

Alone? No, not quite. Thoro w as ono
who was pitiful one who loved nad pitied,
without upbraiding or judging.

Joan Coutelier know of a man whom he
had sworn to kill on sight, as ho would n
fox or a skunk, but for Marie, his old love,
he retained nono but kindly feelings and
loving memories.

I do not know how ho managed it,
though you may be sure it V7as with kind-
ly tact nud fcoritlo persuasion, but in the
face of adverso opiuion public and pri-
vate Jean niunied Mario (lambier and
took her as his honorod wife to his moun-
tain home.

Maiio was never her old self, but sho
settled quietly down with honest purposo
nnd endeavor to be a &rood and faithful
w ifo. And sho succeeded if not to hor
own satisfaction, at least to Jean's, who
treated her with all tho native chivalry of
his noble nature.

So two o vent ful years passed away.

Joan Coutellier's unpretentious homo
was twelvo milos away trom Jacques Car-tie- r,

away up in tho bracing utmosphoro of
the forot-cl- a 1 hills. Kight in front of
tho house was a rocky mountain path,
which at tho distance of a few hundred
yurds threaded tho vergo of a deep gorgo

or defile. It was only a narrow path and
impassablo except for persons on foot or
horseback. Wagons and other vehicles
had to betaken by a more circuitous route
to reach tho piko road in tho valley be-

neath.
Ono gray morning in October, Mario

Madame Coutellier now was pacing slow-
ly up and dovn tho porch in t'tont of her
husband's cottage. F.veiy thing looked
melancholy enough up theio on the hills.
Ominous clouds were sweeping down the
mountains in sheets of mbt and vapor,
and tho red loaves hung damp and lifo-les- s

on tho treos. Tho sunshine and the
summer wero gone from nature, as the
sunshino ami summer of her life had ;ono
from Marie. Sho looko 1 very sad nnd old
for a girl of twenty-two- ; for, Although
sho tried sincerely to make hor husband
happy and to repay him us well ns she
eouf't for his great love, sho found it hard
work.

Down tho mountain path sho
could sco Jean mending a fence which
tan along tho edge of tho path w hero tho
gorge was particularly deep ami danger-
ous. Ho was whistling at his work, and
was apparently happy and contented.

Presontly up the track camo a horse-
man. At lii st only his head was visible to
Marie, but, as strangers wero rate in that
remote r.eighborhc od, sho watched him
until ho was in full view, by which time
ho was quite cloeto her husband.

Very keenly she eved him, for his figuro
seemed familiar. Could it be? Ah, yea;
thoro was only ono man just like tint in
all tho woild.

Jean ro ognized Walter Penrith, too,
and with an otth c illo 1 upon him to dis-

mount. Penrith refnsed, and upon Cou-tilli- er

catching his horse by tho bridle,
used his tiding whip over the Canadian's
shouldo-s- , wh .'io.it Jean sprang at Pen-
rith and liter lly dragged him from his
hoi so. Few words were sj okon, but many
blows were exchange 1, and at last they
clinched and struggled with arms closely
locked. Poth men v.eio in imminent dan-
ger of falling together into tLo lok-bonn- d

gorge, from the odgo of which tleir foot
xivt-- loss than twelvo inchos d stant.

No therof them saw Marie a.s sho stole
m. drawn by some ' imsistil lo impulse
llut as, for an instant, they loosened their
hold upon each other, she stepped behind
thorn and deliberately uso I her strength,
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A Story of Old Quebec.
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N" tho Province of
Old Quebec, deep-hidde- ntlljlll in tho re-

cesses of the moun-
tains, lien tho prim

Hittlo out-of-th-

w or lil Milage of
Jacques (' artio r,
w ith its t iny church,
its weather - worn

noodeu crucifixes, nml its short-potti--

--eated housewives. J aequo Cartiet
1 resided for many years, although it wa
it very yoor pbtce for ft do tor, and I grew

really love the sleepy old pluce,
with the kimplo, gonial 1'ronch

?Moplo and half-bree- ds who lived there.
Very little variation cntorod iuto the

monotonous life of those quaint folks in
the St. Emelio Valley, and yet 1 beliovo I
was ablo, while among them, to study a '

ftood many phases of humau nature and
.many of tho strange workings of human
passions.

Detached from tno rest oi tho village,
there used to be, aud is now, for aught I
liiiow to tho contrary, u long, low, viue-covere- d

house, not much larger than a
cottage. An garden, full
of tho sweet flowers somewhat despised
by modern horticulturists, lies nil around
it, divided from the orchard at tho back
liy a straggling fence and a merry little
fctrvam of clear water. Tho whole place
;ivos ono impressions of sweetness and
freshness, though hardly of trirnness.

They would require, this pardon and d,

tho constant care of two strong
nion to rendor them as neat as the lawns
nnd llower-bed- s of city lots, whereas tho
nolo attention they reco ved, when I know
them, was tho very unmethodical care of
jretty Maiio (Jumbier. Well, Mario had
more important work to do than garen-iu,g- .'

Sho kept houso for hor father, and
for tho girl that meant cooking, cleaning,

..sowing, aud sometimes evtn milking.
4)ld Paul Gnmbier was tho list of n lorg

T7ino of descendants of o:i ancient Paul
'Oambier, w ho had settled in (,'anada with
Ihe first of 1ho Fiench colonists, and al-

though onpy imperfectly elueated ho
prided hiiupelf o.i tho fact that he was a
l?rtleman w ho had never boon obliged to
Avork. It did not occur to him that, bo-- c

tuse ho cho p to exi-- t uon u p dtry threo
or four hundred dollais a year, a frail and
tdender wife had bevii hurried to her long
T0t; nor did he pause to consider that his
tbuif;htor Maiie, instead of being at tho
ixmveut sdiool nnd enjoying herself as
jonng girls shoild, was gi owing up to
iaccicdher mother as ahousAhold drudgo

and in total ignorance of all tho oceom-.plishme- nts

usually so donr to ycung
:irtdies, even In tho back townships of tho
slow French province.

Mario was very simple and very igno-ra- nt,

but she roscs-o- d pleasant tiaiUof
cJinrnctor. All tho dogs, rats, cows nnd
lynses in the village knew Mario (Inmbicr,
iBit X in their several ways showed their up-- (

fuvMMation of her kindly notice of them.
Jlcsides, Marie was very pretty, and in
I4jo mountains Hied n stiupping young
L icnchman who van as iguuraut of litera- -

Ait ObserTant Youngster.
On a summer morning our littlo Lib

lie was walking with her aunt, and dis-
covered a spider's web. Sho was de-
lighted, and exclaimed, "Oh, seo! here
is a hammock for bugs." Christian
Advocate.

Tira baton used by conductors of
concerts is said to hare been intro-
duced into England by Spohrin 1820.

One ound of seod will yield about
10,000 asporngus stalks.


